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being Sunday, I have retired to rny solitary room to spend
an hour with my sweet wife and dear children.     I am on
my return, and through the kind protection of our Father
in Heaven, have been blessed with comparative health and
comfort, so far as the last can be enjoyed by a wanderer
from home, and all that the heart holds clear.    How grate-
ful I was when I felt my face turned once again towards
the West!   For more than two months, and over a distance
of more than five thousand miles, as the sun rose in  the
morning, it   invariably lighted   the   road  I  was going to
travel; now when he sets he flings his parting ray full in
my face, and seems to cheer me on where his lovely beams
are still lingering around my home and household gods.
Dearest wife, how happy arid grateful I shall  be, should
God in his providence again permit me to fold you in my
arms, to clasp my dear children to my bosom, and feel that
I am again surrounded by those who love me.    Talk not
to me of the pleasures of travelling.   What are the mighty-
wonders of London; what the joy, frivolity, and gorgeous
splendor of Paris; what the bright lakes and mountain-
tops of independent Switzerland, or the gay scenes of sport
and pleasure which crowd the continental metropoli ? Alas!
I was alone, in  the midst of thousands ; a dreary solitude
reigned around me.   There were merry faces and laughter,
and music and the joyous dance ; but what was all that to
me ?    Could I sympathize with their feelings, as I gazed
listlessly on the bright throng that floated heedlessly round
me ?   Could I dream for one moment that I excited even a
transitory interest in one of the thousands who paused   to
catch a glimpse of the stranger? No, I was alone.     When
I met the  little  child  upon the street, weeping bitterly
because his older and stronger playmate had deserted him
or outstripped him, then  I could   feel, I could stop and
whisper a word of comfort in  the  ear of the  poor little
fellow, and dry his tears with a silver groschen.     This I
could do and feel, because I thought of my own far distant
home, and my dear little ones, their joys and sorrows, and
how much I could love a stranger   who  could  remember
and comfort them in my absence. to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